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as he was already, in a sense, accredited there, and would
almost certainly be approved.
Thus the political clouds which had gathered over the
Black Forest were occasionally relieved by summer light-
ning. Other things also diverted attention from the anxious
present to a brighter past in which the ladies more than the
Chancellor himself were being forced to seek refuge. They
were accustomed, sometimes alone and sometimes with the
Prince, to call upon the Grand-Duchess Luise von Baden,
daughter of the Emperor William I, and daily they walked
past the busts of the former Imperial pair executed by Kopf
in Rome. They asked me to tell them something about'
this artist. I was unable to find out definitely whether the
block of marble used by Kopf had been, as the artist himself
believed, sent to the Emperor Augustus from the marble
quarries of Paros before the birth of Christ. One day we
halted before the tree-stump, now protected by an iron
railing, near which an attempt had been made on the old
Emperor's life in 1869. I made the following note:
Who could dissociate Baden-Baden from the figures of
William I and the Empress Augusta? The latter would
not have minded missing Berlin, but would never have
missed her Baden. She always came in the spring and autumn
and the Emperor usually paid two visits, always at least one.
This practice they kept up from 1851 until their death, /.*. for
some forty years. When I spent an evening with the hospitable
Dr. Schliep, who has a splendid villa with a monumental
approach and set within a belt of lovely trees, I heard much
of the heroic days of Germany's recent past. Dr. Schliep was
for nearly twenty years personal physician to the late Empress
and was at her bedside in Berlin during the last hours of her
life. How all the souvenirs of her with which we were
surrounded in Dr. Schliep's villa dissipated the legends
concerning the Clericalism and intrigue of this daughter of
Weimar upon whose head the aged Goethe had laid his hands I
Rather must she have been a woman of noble and delicate
mind attracted by all that is fine, lovely and human.
We were only divided by the street from the Hotel Messmer
opposite, the gentle sunny garden of which harbours
memories of great days. Here Wilhelm I and Augusta held

